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bone, with his fond imagined reveries. Sometimes he felt
ashamed of yielding to them, but they served his ordinarily
timid nature as a means of bending things and people to the all-
powerful will he would have liked to possess. Scrupulous though
he was in daily life, he knew no inhibitions of any kind in these
adventures of the mind. He would gladly have countenanced
the most appalling massacres, would, even in imagination, have
blotted out every member of his family, if by so doing he could
have created for himself a new and different existence.

During the two days that elapsed before his meeting with
Maria Cross he did not, it is true, have to suppress any fancies
of this blood-curdling kind, but that was because in the particular
episode which he had invented for his pleasure it was unnecessary
to wipe out anybody. All he had to do was to break with his
wife, as he had seen many of his colleagues do with theirs, and
for no better reason than that he found the thought of living
any longer with her unutterably boring. At fifty-two a man
may still hope for a few more years of happiness, even though
thev may JDC poisoned by feelings of remorse. But why should
one who has never known happiness resist a chance of tasting
even its make-believe? His continued presence no longer served
to bring contentment to an embittered partner, and, as to his
son and daughter, well, he had long ago given up all hopes of
waking any feelings of affection in them. Ever since Madeleine
had got herself engaged he had known only too well what the
love of his children amounted to. ... And Raymond? Surely
when a person is so inaccessible there is no reason why one

should sacrifice oneself in vain efforts to make contacts

*

He realized well enough that the imagined delights in which
he was now indulging were altogether different from his habitual
day-dreams. Even when, at a single imagined blow, he blotted
out, in fancy, a whole family, he could still feel faintly ashamed,
though not at all remorseful. What he was really conscious of
on those occasions was a faint sense that he was making himself